AT  KAIABSHEE                           249
February 4th, 1880.—The temple at Kalabshee was very interesting, and would have kept us long had not the natives bothered so. You can't imagine such people. Very sparsely clothed very ugly and reeking of castor oil, they pressed round We took refuge in our boat. At once on the bank they formed a bazaar/ jNow, fill the air with the wild shrieks, see the sun glaring down on a field green with wheat, and you have the surroundings. Along the top of the bank are some men, crouching like wild beasts with spears and knives they tempt us to buy. Below are women with hair in narrow oily plaits, cars, nose, and fingers loaded with rings, arms, necks, and ankles with jewellery. They sit still over baskets of henna, which grows here and which our men buy. Every now and then by a sudden action a woman snatches off a ring, or a bracelet, and gives it to an imp who comes and offers it to us. The water therefore, between us and the bank, is crowded with naked children and half-naked youths. They offer beads, jewellery, everything for sale. Some silver beads, some characteristic clothing is bought, then the noise becomes unbearable, and I give the order to push off.
February 2&th, 1880.—On Tuesday we came to a place near which we heard there were some tombs. We stopped the boat, and waited till three o'clock looking at the people who came to look at us. Then we started with an escort of six local men. Two wore flowing garments, which, though only rags, they bore with dignity. One had an iron pike. "What's that for ? " cc In case of danger." " What danger ? " "Danger of Bedouin Arabs." On we stalked across the lonely desert, a good hour's march. Our position came upon us strangely. Two insignificant people, with such a bodyguard, in such a place.
Delightful was our excursion to Abydos, best told perhaps in my letter to Miss Townsend:
NEAR ABYDOS, February 20$, 1880.
DEAR FRIEND,—Leave the vestry, shut your eyes from the blue wall, Homi-dusted pictures, and tattered girls, and come to Egypt. Hear! "Pharaoh " is at my door. "Six o'clock, Mees Barnett, you get up, you not sleep back." No, no " sleep back," for we are to go to Abydos, and tho sun is already getting up. Breakfast over, we bravely^ face the yelling, fighting mob around our donkeys on the bank—this is a bad village which revolted live years ago, and to which English people can only just go. Do you hear my umbrella thumping on the backs of the imps who deafen me with " Baksheesh ?" and on the men who lay hands on me ? Queer sound that, Mrs. Barnett beating Arabs ! ^ Well, forget that sound and the demoniacal voices, and come, follow me into the wide country. Corn already in ear, miles of beans with their sweet scent, fields of lentils and lupins shining in the sunlight. Beasts too in plenty, buffaloes, camels, sheep, goats, donkeys all browsing together in concert
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